The moJlLamentabteT ragedie * " 

Till I contienicntly could fend to 7 'pmeo. 

But when I came ionic minute crc the time 
O her awaking, here vntirocly lay, 

The noble ‘Paris, and frue/?«wV<> dead. 

She wakes, and I intreated her come forth 
And bearc this worke of Heauen with patience j 
But then a tioyfe did Scare me from the T cm be. 

And Che too defperate would not goe with me s 
But as it feemes, did violence on her feife. 

AH this 1 know, and to the Mariage her Nurfe is priuy: 
And if ought in thismifcarrycd.by my fault, 

Let myold life be facrific’d iome home before the time, 
jVnto the rigour of feucrcft Law. 

*Prist. We Hill hauc knc.wne thee for a holy man. 
Where's Romeos man ? what can he fay to this ? 

Rolth. 1 brought my Mafter newes of Juliet, death. 
And then in poll he came from c Mantua, • 

Tq this fame place. To this fame Monument 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And thrcarned me with death, going in the Vault, 

If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prist. Giue me the Lettcr,I will looke on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the watch ? 
Sirrah what made your Mailer in this place? 

Roy. He came with flowers to drew his Ladies graue. 
And bid me Hand aioofe, and fo I did, 

Anon ccmes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

Andby and by my Mafter drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfc of Loue the tidings ofher death. 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
Ofa poorc Pothecaric, and there withall, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye with luliet. 

Where be thefe enemies? Cupulet, eJMcuntogutl 
See what a fcourge is laid vpon your hate? 

That Hcaucn finds mcancs to kill your ioyes with loue. 


of Romeo and luliet. 

And I for winking at your difeords too, 
jlauc loft a brafe of Kinfmen, all are puniffit. 

Cap. O brother Mount ague, giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mohm. But I can giue thee more. 

For I will ray fe her ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Verottu by that name is knowne, 

There fhall no figure at that rate be fet, 

As lb* 1 of true andfaithfull luliet. 

Cop. As rich fhall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 
poore Sacrifices of our enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it bring 
The Sun for forrow will not fliew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some fhall be pardoned, and fomepunifhed. 

For neuer was a Storie of more woe, 

Then this of luliet and her 'Romeo. 


FINIS. 



